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is left for Individual initiative. A man's experience
counts for nothing beside a slip of paper from Mos-
cow. Last spring, for instance, one of the officials in
Simferopol received an order from Moscow that the
Crimea should plant so and so much cotton. He came
to our collective and told us that we must plant 400
acres of cotton. We pointed out to him that with the
other crops already contracted for, 90 acres of cotton
would be all that we could reasonably be expected to
take care of. The man waved the telegram in our face
and told us we would have to plant 400 acres of cot*
ton as ordered from Moscow.

"We planted 400 acres, but we were able to take
care of only 40 acres; 360 acres were lost. So much
work wasted."

As I was going through one of the villages I hailed
a Jew who was carting a barrel of water from a well,
two miles distant.

"What is the name of this village?" I asked.

"You may call it the village of last resort," the man
replied with grim humor. "Some of us are here because
we have not the fare back to the city. Others, like my-
self for instance, are 'declassed.' We must stay here
to atone for our past sins."

A HIGH colonization official, with whom I talked over
the Crimean situation, conceded that the plan to make
of the Jews an agricultural people on a vast scale has